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OCTOBER IN DAVIE 


Rattling surge of wind. 

Plunder in the sky 

cracking the bones of Belial. 
Deluge 

throwing only ghostly numbers 

through a veil. 

silencing off in fainting grumbles. 


And then: 
To East, rainbow monolith. 
A pulsing glow of shaft, 
cloud-circumcised to show 
the bright phallus 


in its streaked sheath. 


And then: 
lo West, black shawl 
and a neon slash beneath, 


broiling che western hearth. 


So began one solitude. 
Aud the trees swirled in saraband 


As their colors wove the wind. 


GLIMPSE 


Under the squint of a thumb-nail moon 

he ran the wind beside the sea, 

its chill choirs of spindrift 

spraying, surging, sighing 

like spent avowals 

of some indistinct abeyance. 

It was in the throbbing, he thought. 

Coming, blinking as the lighthouse 
on the banks, 

warning him off, 

its flash as cold as slate. 


His feet spun yet in the rough sand, 
digging, thrusting, harshening his breath. 


Why burn the lungs? 

Thumb the nose? 

Sear the soles? 
Tall sails flaunt from their horizon. 
They wave and point. 


One answer find. One or two. 

Where go the drowning beach whispers? 
Where trail away the siftings? 

Like thoughts in silt. 


Like soul in scrim. 


Just keep on. Anyhow. 
Kick it on. 

Push it. Push it on. 
Thithet, then.. whither 
Whether. 


ALLTIMERS 


With age we do not read to learn. 
We read to undergo, 

feel the rhythms, hear the songs, 
to find the heart, seek the soul. 


We no longer read to teach, 
but to taste the hymns of desolation 
and sense the modes of grief. 


No longer do we read to learn, 
‘but co undergo old urge of quests, 
and see the after-glows of meaning. 


SEAMS 


It is late again, 
and for what do we listen, wait 
beyond the glen, beyond the ken? 


Beyond the tinctures set on silence? 


These, then: 
Threnodies of last dusk ... 
and weevils threading the innards 
of lost lust. 
And tints of sweeping instants 
gone beyond all twilights; 
but still che sippings there, 
the clingings sacred in lost light; 
And, again, not lost 
but seeping from their verges 


among the sentience of departed songs. 


It is getting late ayain. 

(It is always getcing lace again). 

But the seams shift on che garments 
of recall, 

always and forevec. 


Aud che seams never end. 


LEAFINGS 


Far below the meadow lay, 
it's splitting stream made S, 


Up the tall hill trees shuddered. 
Leaves shook, a broken swarm, 
born on the heads of trees, 
dying on the toes. 
In falling, each its own swagger. 
Settling like an old scow on dead water, 
or dipping like casual laughter. 
Or twirling a pirouette, 
tumbling like a doll. 
Arrow-diving, 

pennant flying. 


Tumble, furl, dip, curl 
roll, float, soar, spin 
twist, turn, falter flutter. 


To head in birth 
to toe in death. 
But be a part forever. 


So, toe to head. 
Begin again. 
And again again. 
Until the planet, too, 
so over and over always, 
goes over and out. 


WAH-WHO? 


“Of these Virginia is thuh fifth stax,’ 
Randle pronounced. 

“Say on.” 

“S’all’s to it.” 

“That's it?” 

“Whut else you need?” 

“T need’a sou'ce, a prov’nance. 

I need..” 

“En dat Virginius quintus’.. 

say right on cthuh seal.” 

“You sure you got it right?” 

“What'cher mean? ‘Cose I got...’ 

“T means I read it a hunnert times 

an all’us thought it say, 

Ain't dat Virginia quaint?” 


FROM THE BENCHES 


The old ones scan 

the carefree trace 

of a sync-lipped smile 

on the young one’s face. 
They are but the old ones 
observing so. 

So dry-frozen 

they could only know. 


SEARCHERS 


What we seek 

are echoes 

we may have brought 
down the way. 

And, oh..may they find 


the lost chambers. 


EVER AFTER 
(for Sister Anne) 


The late sky gives two gleams: 
above, below the dam. 
Their quiet lies wasting 
on the water. 


A tree splits into two prisms: 
a car's lights on the road, 


they splash the clouds. 


‘Two hearts were altered 
in this night: 
A grandchild’s started, 


a sister's gentled out. 


I walk the wire of balance. 


THE WINDS OF DUST 


This light will go. 

It pales down the corridors, 
and its lessening 

proceeds in peace, releasing 


a swirl of slow reflection. 


The other voices were wavers 

on their old breezes, droplets of tint 
on the surface of seas. 

They shimmered in the same yielding 
as the fade of eyes 

and the dessicant release 

on lips of love. 


But the spirit is chemical, 
they say, 

and so leaves only 

a commingled oxidation 

in the winds of dust. 


THE WOLVES OF THOMAS 


Seek it again, 
the fervor-fever 


of literary puberty: 


‘The savage, young dithyrambs, 


their thrust and lust for soul. 


Seek out from their hot immaturity 


the raw couplets of orgasm. 


Theirs were the youth-gone lyrics 

that called to earth and heart, 
seething che bright dactyls, 
lilting the cries beyond the cliffs, 
beyond the white blisters on the peaks; 
their songs still keening... 

beyond the comely choirs. 


Cau you hear? 


Can you believe? 


Who will touch the summons? 
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FORMULAS 


Go ply the seas 

at night and see 

the phosphorescent dead 
as spindrifts lift their souls 
to later mists. 


But we 300 hereon ride 

the Jack of the Diamond Radisson 
which, 2-screwed, 

twin-hulled, 

double-skis 

the parallelograms of waves: 
whither, thither, whence & on 
across that marbled table 


with its tresses flown behind. 


Go ply the seas at night and see... 
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PONDERINGS 


Inurement is the tax 
on the purchase of 


ancient victories over dead ends. 


New concepts of beauty 
often fly semaphores of revulsion. 


Comfort arises from expectations. 


Learning induces the more 


exquisite sufferings of kuowledge 


while the flesh bewilders. 


SHORTCOMINGS 


Sex is a ylandular 


failing of the mind. 


(Granny Beulah Buck say 
thuh root of all evils 


is in chuh evils of all roots), 
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CODA 


“Stale..you,’ from her car..she. 

A soundless lightning flashed to West, 
reiterated on her eyes. 

“Anonymous...” She would never let it go. 
“Feckless..I watch to exhaustion 

your pale vy-sissytudes.” 

Her hard grin as she tossed a ring of keys: 
“Thank-you-very-much, 

see if you can find me a dumb Coke 

in that rancid kitchen’” 

Her acid cloaks still seeped, 

no longer burned, he told himself. 

He unlocked his door, walked the hall 
where elate and light once danced. 

Drew a Sprite from the cooler. 

During a moment he stood 

among soft, old sounds of lilt and grace. 
A smile could only whiten on his lips. 
So back then co the door in front. 

Into his pocket he slipped from hers his key. 
Then hung her ring around the Sprite 
and passed it on. 

“You were right,” he said. (Quiet, 

over a long shadow now.) 


“Always kill che fungus in its source.’ 
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TRAVEL: GUIDE 


Save time 

and money. 

Go on safari 

in New York City. 


HOOTERS 


Stay on! 
Lick the wick! 
Burn it, man! 


Make it so. 


The nubbin lights 
bright 


as the tall candle. 


MULTI-CULTURAL SALVATION 


The misceginated gynandromorph 
will save us 
trom che looming scourge 


of digital genomics. 


END GAME 


The way to make a cold heart suffer 
is take away che last deed of grace. 


LOST END 


He who apvhors the sentimental 


hunes love in che blank corners. 
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EXODUS 


Some day we must 

go back to 
from where we came 
when the universe waited 


for matter to create itself. 


We will not be alone 


there. 


AVERAGING OUT 


In a rippling basin, 
between high vaults and plunges, 
exaltations and despairs 
(splendors and perditions) 
dwell the cvol spirits 
in their shawls. 


COMPENDIUM 
(for my aging bantlings) 


Out of comorrows 

seat tall yesterdays. 

For, in che end, my dears, 
you must fashion so 

the good memories 


which make success. 
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NOORMOWN! O, NOORMON! 


Noormon! O, Noormon! 

How we did celebrate 

ya’ last birthday.. 

and ye sa’ young still, 
lad, 

een in ya greying. 

No whine before wine, 

na’ winces on ya bones, 


een as they paled. 


And now again I be with ye, 
boy-laddie, 

on this, ya’ first deathday. 

And ye be sa’ young again, 
sa’ young in death, lad. 


Can time be with ye now? 


O, how it is the ylimpses cross, 
and I can bur sit in dark 
ta hear the spiders weave 


tha’ verses. 
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THERE IS A TIME 


There is a time 
with the self, 

when gratify 
and mortity 

are synonyms. 


RURALITY 


The family farm has gone 

to a far fondness. 

Love of land has been whored-over 
for what sticks above the pavement. 


So? 
What do you do 


with decaying concrete? 


Pave it. 
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SHADES OF SEEK 


Light flowed in shadow 
through voices in the dusk. 
It seized the Seer with ancient yonders 
and the yesterings of his turning heart. 
For he saw there 
those same melodies of shadows 
across his sacred hill. 


And his eyes dropped to the loam: 
felhomaly...felbomaly 
threads of soul 


dusks of dead 


and meld of quiet 
and pond-still 
and abidings 
and creatures quelled to twilight, 
harking a bell 
within their trance of silence, 
their pulses glowing in wonder, 
deep-flowing a valley 


where all the rivers ran. 


And then, 
“whos thehhhre..who..who.. 
who...’ 
dove-cry hovering, 


ripple on the hush.. 


And he heard the stir and sigh then, 
bringing a new breeze-summoned 
reach 
and the song-call of his young mother, 


18 


“Sonnyeeee..” over there 
Across that hill 


where the long loves lay. 


So far..he dreamed..ago...ago.. 
And touched this dream 

with the grin 
that closed. 


LIMITLESS EDITIONS 


Soon books will be chips 
off the new block, 
and you'll pass them around 


like a bowl 


of pistachios. 


Their tastes 
will be listed 


on remotes. 


BOWSPRIT 


The lone self 

seeks a solitude 

where it can replicate its yearnings 
and speak from afar 

to those safe strangers.. 

who may stroke 

its echoes 

and melt the sleet 

from its jugular. 
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THE LATE SHOW 


Grim 

on the rim 

of your own fadings 

you see the young shrivel 
when you thought their gate 
was in a long far pasture. 


The maze seethes and sways 
but the exit’s set in iron. 


PE, RATIO 


Off-road vehicles 
multiply like amoebas, 
while the off-roads shrink 


like sun-baked angleworms. 
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SEMINAL HISTORY 


History is determined 
by the questing sperm, 
and the Grail 


will be terminal. 


THE NEW YORKER COGNOSCENTI 


If you're not stupider 

than Snoopy 

youll know that the church steeple 
is your God giving you the finger. 
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CLOSE ENCOUNTERS 
(for Jobn Bowles) 


We're collections of minutiae. 
And maybe we'll end 


in a brightening pool as one. 


But I hold 

a long arm to some 

clusters of genes 

who dwell in their own short rights. 


And when they go 
they take me standing 


a wrenching foot 


from the bed. 
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PEACE 


He lived the fury 

of his lust thrusts, 

his demon rage, 

his screaming dudgeon. 


He went on a whiff 
of dandelion seed 
that we saw drawn 
by a breeze 


in that somnolent twilight. 


DIFFERENT ORACLES 


Guppius, a man under the sun, 

Uuder the deep shade tree, 
eyes glazed. 

Aud the Seer said, 


Only time is timeless. 


Then Guppius comes back 
from afar and replies, 
All cancers're suicidal 
au 


We yot to breed it out’ve um. 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT 


3 billion wormen squirming 
the sperm flats 

swarming the terrene 
maggoting the soil.. 

and sucking the sinews 

and the vein flows 

and the gasping springs. 
Then soon cooped, they, 
rigid, staring lastly in daze 


at the only bones. 


(The Red Cross must condomize.) 


24 


THE POST-MEGA-MINIMAL SCHOOL 


The past is only retribution. 
The steeple is a phallus, 

or high-sign. 

Halitosis is spiritual. 

Death is a seller's story. 

Go look for new ways 

of factoring the truth. 


THE EVOLUTION OF RELIGION 


There was a time 


when nothing was everywhere. 


And there was a time 


when something was somewhere. 


Then from nowheres 


and everywheres 


Came we. 
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THE WIND-GRIEVED GHOST 


We taste the dead chamber, 
our threadless isolation 

in the glimpse 

of another's shadow; 

when we know 

we cannot see or feel 


his final glint. 


according to The New Yorker (July, ’99) 
André Gide had eight 
orgasms 
one night. 
I could not find this, 


his greatest feat, 
in the Guinness Book of Records. 
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VIBRATOS 


Read the rings. 
So still the wind 


between the woods and dam. 


The white fingers of a dead sycamore 
high-five God. 


Bats jerk swift signatures on silence. 


Lake water, layer after layer 

up from chill to cool. 
And so trout rise with gentle thrusts 
through a flat surface 

on which the midges fall. 


Their rise-rings ripple on slow vibratos away. 


Back hills summon beyond the dam, 
gloaming off in mauve throes 

as day settles on dusk 

aud a ground squirrel rustles 


under the grand patience of trees. 
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PASSER-BY 


The house had crinkled 

under a long For Sale. 

But the sign was gone, 

and sweet eyes found a gleam 
with the windows, 

and lips shone on the door 

as if from a happy tongue. 

For the new ones were ingested 
and what they brought 

was a swift taste 

and a glow in the entrails 
where trailed the smart vacuums. 
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MATTER 


Truth was in the flow 

of leaf petals as Fall trailed 

off down stream. 

They skimmed and whirl-danced 
in a beckoning of the old nature 
they become down stream. 


And the leaves were the truth 
in a new removal, 

like the other little faces, 
giving together in all ends, 
and flowing to the great pool 
with the rhythms of a river. 
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PROTAGONIST 


He said he was 

going to keep his bones 

in rhythm, and grip on hard, 
and drive it home 


to the edge of the sky. 


WHISTLE-STOPPED 


I want to go again on the old rails 
that stretch beyond the jet roar 
in their own beat. 

But the click-clack is trailing 

and leaving a noise like lobsters 
sparring in a tin pail 

as rust gathers on the sky. 
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LADY IN- RED 


You move in the eaves of evening. 

I feel your pulse, love. 

And soft breathing of a sumptuous 
passion, 

redolent of patience, gentle of joy 

as night folds in on plains of silence. 


And then in arms, 

And whispers strolling up the throat 
to the lip-touch 

while an owl-eyed fire glimmers 

the ceiling from cooling andirons. 


And cool, you, now, 
your ever-warmth 
extending ever past the eyes, 
beyond the heart, to those 
lone creatures in their own mists. 
Your lust 
is in a reach across 
the crippled ways, enfolding, counting 
off the agonies that hang beyond. 
But mine rests 
in the slowing hearth shadows, 
and owls grown sleepy 
and those same beautiful eyes, holding, 
searching me for my own meaning, 
seeking. 
And slow shadows stroke 
the overhead as I count the icti 
of my grace. 
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FOLKWAYS 


A voice in folkways 

with others. But hers, 

a tremolo-less flute, estranged, 
and haunting in recall. 


The Celtic stanzas lift 

across the braes, casting sheens 
in sentiment that once had been 
in dumb, coarse focuses alone. 


Now she sings across 
another highland, dreaming 
beyond our raw counterfeits 
of love that was. 
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OTHER DWELLINGS 


This Place. 
This house, 

as we pass... 
and stop to see. 


Lawn and bosk, 

hedge and trellis. 

And, beyond, a tiny garden, 
cupped as with caring hands. 
And, beyond, again, 

a quiet of shutters 

and pale hallways leading 

to stealths behind the doors, 


gleams beyond the dark banisters, the shadowed panels 


the palings of seclusion. 
What else?.. in the air, 
in a pulse of silence? 
What dirges in the dust? 
What invisibles of the gone? 


Stand, then, listening, 


Who would prowl them? 
hear whispers in the draperies? 
seek voices mingling in a gloaming 
amid, yes, pressed glass and heirlooms and 
tines of scent? 
yes.. 
They commingle, all; relate 
within cloisters of solitude. 
And their tones float away beyond death 


like far wave-lengths of dying bells. 


Then, who would steal from them, 
rove or reave their essence? 
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who would strip, uncloathe.. 
seize upon their idioms of self 
and soul? 


And else 


and else... 


Maples sigh in laughter. 

And, again, there is no fever 
to the blood. 

And the feasting hours come again, 
clicking their Remotes, 


as we. 
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IN COLD LOVE 


A few of us were dined in the Jerusalem Chamber, 
then, timid, led late to the blackened Abbey. 


We arrived in stark dark, you could say, 

And stole through some breathless scrim 

or whatever it was a black midnight 
might lay on history - 

And so, drew up close enough to fright 
in the blank, dead hall 


Where they all lay waiting.. in Westminster. 


Then those huge new chandeliers broke out 

Like God spinning a rheostat shouldering 
aside shadows of the great sepulcher 

With what some called irreverent light. 


Agape, squeezed around the lungs 

While those shadows rose out of the dead 
and inhaled their ghosts, 

As vast hypotheses rolled in on 


waves of awe. 
Old Prufrock, he had said, (for Eliot), 


“I know voices dying with a dying fall 
Beneath the music from a further room 
So how should I presume?” 


Then she, who with her magic steered us there, 
our Mrs. Carlton, said, 


“He asked where Browning lay, and I said, 
‘Just there, Tom, within the proper corner’ - 
So, you see, he does. And, just here, 


Tom: 
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WELL, BOOK AND GOWN 


O, I have heard the grey steps hurrying.. 
The clean way they once held. 

The fealty they taught 

in and out of classrooms. 

Know it in each page you turn. 

Lock the love on 

and burn it in quiet eyes. 


The pace has settled off 
across a dim sky.. 

in the time-rusts and acids 
and loss 

for those worshipping still 
through their distant veils. 
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INFINITY 


The Seer awoke, and through his blear, 
said: 

I have listened to the spheres 

and heard the self fade off 


in sinews of the soul.. 


The universe dissolved in God. 


As go, tuo, time and space. 
Why do we snarl forever 


over the retorts? 
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WAY STATION 


The wind blew across the veranda 
and the elders rocked on. 


The wind blew through the veranda 


and the furniture had not been removed. 
The wind blew through the house 
and the shreds held their tremors 


on the rods. 


The wind blew through the absences 


and the scents of use remained. 


Until the breezes came. 
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BLISS 


Her importance to him 
was ten minutes 

and forty-five seconds 
a week, 


INCANTATION 


Ye cail-gating dingoes! 

Observe at your estrous nose 

the seasoned wayfarer 

comforting his mileage; 

and, in your blinking, weave and roar 
espy your twin foredoom. 


CHACUN SON GOUT 


Does a Chevalier du Tastevin incur 
more encumbrances in life 
than a Hussar du Tastecola? 
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DOOM 


He dreamed that the forests he walked 
were stripped 
and the night mysteries were gone away 
with their emblems of silence. 
When the wind blew 
it no longer faced the tethers 
that made it sob and sigh. 
And vision found its only two dimensions. 


SYLVANIA ACRES 


And the mountain was a chilled dream, 
the Seer thought: 
A green queen prone 
while the sun fingers fondled her secret parts. 


But houses were pimples 
now across her face 
like the first moles of melanoma 


on the cheeks of Hebe. 
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THE SEER SAID: 


Go and look for 
shallower meanings 
to life. 

It is a way to keep 
from drowning. 


and 


Keep it simple: 

If there is no God 

there is no spirit to man. 

So what, then, are the labors 
for immortality? 


and 


Grief is another nausea 
and you retch over its bowl. 


and 


Who has not been part 
of a time 
when only the weeds are green? 
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SEERSAYS, 


‘Lime gone drifts in veils 


to the ocean's floor. 


Starshine comes as 


sifting dust of the dead. 


Wisdom lies voiceless 


in the rubble of prisons. 


History hardens in the strata 


of.. 
Who can list the numbers? 


Go build an alter ego 


to face the other sides. 
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PORNO 


Radio.. 

Dark on its tide. 

In the last light 

it breathed the stench of Stern. 


The young man’s ears Gary-Coopered. 
Eyes glazed, lip-locked anguish, 
he waited for that 
deep breath somewhere safe; 
until it came, 
and the Seer said: 


“He pops balloons with his anus 


and reverses detecation.” 


(Leaning back, hat pushed down on nose 
in hiding again against a tarnished pity). 


But the young man’s 

was a sniyyer of uncertainty, 
and the swill swirled 

and the Seer’s voice stretched 


ona one-cornered smile: 


“Ox in che proper sense, 
a double healing: 

Delete the four-lettered 
to close duwn his cloaca 


aud pur a fast on duny,’ 
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SEER SAY II 


I feel that the earth has lost 
its weight of mystery. 
There are no mote secret places. 
All the stones are turned. 
The Casbah is 132nd Street. 
Katmandu shows all 
on PBS at 6:30 p.m. 
And that other mystery: 
Young Love. Gone too, 
Pubic has gone public. 


There are no mote secret parts. 


GROPINGS 


“Tf,” asked the Seer, 

“a teaspoon of quasars 
weighs billions of tons, 
what depth then is in 
a Sea of Eternity?” 


THE LATE SUPPER 


The last years, the Seer said, 
are regurgitations 
without the sauces. 
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THE QUESTERKS LAST QUERIES 


The Seer stood before 

his darkening mirror 

to watch the blinkings dance. 
They played their queries 


on his smile: 


I have purified my palate, 
but why is the savor 
no greater on my plate? 


Had I created an alter ego 


would I be shielded from the echo? 


What art lasts longer 

than a coprolite? 

What house leaves a heritage 
as abiding as a cave? 


And yet, what are the faithless 
left 
but a hope against Hope? 


And then 

what remains at the end 
but a fading sibilance 
of the monologue? 
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MEGAHURTS 


Is not man 

a raging ocelot, 

a nano-manic carnivore 
seething to devour 

the fillets of time? 


Which, if so pervious, 
why spend it agonizing 


over how? 


Who knows for sure 
that death is not Nirvana? 


Why is Death 
the media's market, 


the sellers’ delight? 


Will God take us back 
to our great reunion, 
a mingling in liquescence? 


And the faithless 

confounded by their question: 
Why it took 

600 million years 

from the protozoan 

for man to create God? 
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RESOLUTION 


Let each day glimpse an urgent dawn: 
Eye-flash of beginnings.. Moment. 
Quick, now! Moment! 
Kick the covers! Dig deep the under-springs! 
Come down heel-hard on oak. 
No time-march. No motion-ease. It's race! 
Tt -— ts — race, man! 
So rise. Alive! Be way-bound. 
Your mark. Your.. mark! Make it! 
Shape it. Quick! 
Time holds the gun half-raised. 
Kneel to the line, now, 
life-lust in eye. 
Grip it there! 
“On your mark!” 
Tooth-locked lip, 
kneeling tight. 
“Get set!” 
Time grunting, harsh, 
gun raised to full. 
Bone-taut on cinders, you. 
Toeing line, muscle shivers. 
Elevate! 
Blood beat bursting.. 
“Go!” 
“AAHT” 
.’ What happened?” 


“Shot me in the ass”. 


DEEP THINK 


Sometime 
Way back 
They say 

Came the 
Big Bang. 


If so 

What made 
The bomb 
And lit 
The fuse? 
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EVENING HATCH 
(In Memory of Hugh G. Chatham) 


I still walk, an old spine straightened, 
tread fragilely among slick stones 

of the four-foot river, 

and drive pale knees upstream against 
its young spring surge. 


I cast a big Adams into wind, 

wristing it low, mending over the swirls. 
These old motions yet abide. 

And, if the legs grow stiff and I can hear 
resentful bones; 

if eyes need a stronger magnifier 

to “surgeon-on’ a 5x tippet, I still shove out 
amidst the hatch of the Great Green Drake: 
to lay my stubborn parachute along hollows 
of current and see old magic work; 

The rise and take, the hook-set on the turn, 
and thence combat, for me flailing off 
downstream like a one-armed whirligig, 


as that silver belly spears skyward, 


showering in its moment...magnificent as a tarpon. 


And, being eighteen inches, three pounds plus, 
runs me with screaming reel among scum-skinned 
boulders to punishment for whatever victory 
awaits a ten-minute war. Rod-raised arms, 
hullabalooing, 

trembling, in extremis; to lift at last 

this trophy from its pool and assay the spent glory; 
tail-curved, slow-motion gasp of gills, gleaming 
crimson streak. Her eyes on an alien truth, 

wary, powerless, without fear. 

And I lay her down in the soft eddies, 

hold her for a spell under the belly, 


until, upright again, she glides off in her own 
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foredoom. 

The vest has grown heavy. We gather and go, 
hearing a late grouse thumping the hills 

like a one-cycle lawnmower; see tanagers 
flash, buntings and grosbeaks hooked on corn; 
hear legions of warblers about me in the laurel 
as a fighter-plane kingfisher sirens the river. 


My own life, a fainter surge but willful still 
in this rare midst. Go on (“rage on” in the current 
top-country) while old friends 
go away from all our songful moments here 
where we shared the good hours after dusk; 
boasted conquest, laughed at loss, 
upbraided politics of the lesser sacrosanct... 
told tales filled with mythic sexual farce... 
and that old moist exuberance of the eye: 
fervor, favor and affection... 

Echoes on a breeze. 


Wade on a ways now for the unreturned: 

Throw and mend and for them work one more water. 
Squint out the small stuff, hold breath, 

thumb to vice and the thick lens trying to focus 

for a tie. One more time, Boss. 

..let it flow, let it sing...and settle, 


without a sign... 


And then welcome the new comrades. 
For on and on...it goes and goes. 
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10 WORDS 


Learn to savor 
a soft sadness 


beyond the swift laughters. 


iL 


BICEIERA 


THE PAST 


is a book. 
You read it, 
and you can’t put it down. 


FROM CASTE TO BLEND 


Shadows are the casts 
of different lights 


to the same darks. 


SECLUSION 


Each heart 

is its own orphan, 

with a slow beat 

in the solitude of hope. 
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OUTCOME 


Man’ eventuality 
will be written in 
a laval engulfment 


by the Digital Penis 


Save the starving babies 
to have starving babies. 


KIN 


Genes convene 
shift and drift 


in fragile unison. 


RESEEDING 


Man so often now 

has switched 

his hair from scalp 
to jaw. 
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DERIVATIVES 


God is curious. 
That is why 


He created Evolution. 


EMBERS 
As in the laying 
of an old, observant hearth, 


now lives on in then. 


NOW FROM THEN 


Then we pushed up the daisies; 


now, the plastic roses. 


UPLIET 


And whar is beauty 
the Seer murmured, 
Is it in its bloom 
when beheld 
by the beholden? 
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IN THE BEGINNING 


The young man turned 
in a slow. rigid circle. 
His fingers were out even with his ears, 
as if he were measuring. 
Looking at him, one might ask 
what could be deeper than grief 
or stiffer chan horror. 
T..”, he began, seeking the Seer's eyes 
out of their darkening, 
“T rake each morning, 
fright 
..in my face! 
Agony, anguish everywhere. Crisis. 
The media gore me, toll..my day. 
Their blighted numbers pour, 
all.. savagery, sex-greed, rip-offs, 
lies, hate, rape, mockery, plague, 
starvation..starving..starving! 
torture! poverty! earth plunder! 
disease! Dis..dis.. 
Putridity! scum! threats.. Terror! 
Thac!..char. 
And murder, cancer, thievery. 


Wars!” 


Arms trailing, futile with the passing numbers. 
Swear, or tears, jelled thick lenses 
in his lids. 


His tongue made sticky, tasting sounds. 


“We stand here..My God! 
We..I can’t breathe through 
the swarm of hate. 

Do you know? 


They choke..infect..Kill! 
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What will happen?.. all the swarm.. 
What will ever..2” 


The Seer’s was fake laughter 

that skipped like a flat stone 

on pond water. 

There was a catbird eewing somewhere 
but light had gone from the room. 
“There will be the last big ones,” he said 
“Which will finish off all of those.” 


“They..what?” 


“They will make the biggest bang. 
That is all. 

There will be left only some protozoa 
out beyond the shallows.” 

The Seet’s voice seemed to ramble now 


without expression. 


“And then will come six hundred million 


years of remission.” 


The young man’s lids squeezed again. 
He lifted wilted fingers. 


“Where... 

The Seer sat and the gasp 

of pillows brought its echo 
from the young mans lips, 


a shiver to the young man’s sigh, who said, 


“Where will God be?” 
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The Seer hated his own voice now. 
But he said, 

“In the beginning, 

but with a different Word.” 


RHYME OF THE ANCIENT MINER 


He had to go digging 


for his lost mind. 


POETRY 


is a surge of mind 
in search of heart. 
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per as & 4 


Frank Borden Hanes 


Born in Winston-Salem, N.C., Frank Borden Hanes, Sr., businessman, 
journalist, farmer, author and poet, graduated with a degree in English from 
the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill in 1942. He served as a 
Naval Officer in World War II. Hanes is a dedicated conservationist and 


outdoorsman. 


Honored recently with the North Carolinana Award, Hanes has also 
received North Carolina's highest civilian award for Public Service. In 1984, 
he received the Sam Ragan Award for contributions to the state's Fine Arts 
and in 1995 the Fortner Writer and Community Award from St. Andrews 
Presbyterian College and he has received both the Roanoke-Chowan 
Award in Poetry and the Sir Walter Raleigh Fiction Prize. 


In 2001 Hanes founded the Thomas Wolfe Creative Writing Scholarships 
to honor his alma mater’s most celebrated writer. His dedication to UNC- 
CH has been clear through his contributions, including his founding and 
leadership of UNCs Arts and Sciences Foundation. 


In 1992, St. Andrews honored Hanes with a doctorate in Humane Letters, 
as did UNC-CH in 2005. This is his ninth book. 
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By Frank Borden Hanes 


Abel Anders 
(1st Roanoke Chowan Award for Poetry) 


The Bat Brothers 
(Montana Trilogy) 


Journey's Journal 


The Fleet Rabble 
(Sir Walter Raleigh Award for Fiction) 


Jackknife John 


The Seeds of Ares 
(Poetry from World War II, etc.) 


The Garden of Nonentities 


Glimmers in the Gloaming 


(North Caroliniana Society) 


Frank Borden Hanes has few peers and no betters among 
North Carolina's writers. 


- Sam Ragan 
Author of Journey into Morning 


Frank Borden Hanes, a poet who uses such phrases as “grand 


patience of trees” and “releasing a swirl of slow reflection’ is 
surely a gift to the universal reader of poetry. 


- Marie Gilbert 
Author of Connexions 


